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met yon indeed and not known yon. We are so different
behind the veil. Some who are mighty of the mighty
there are nothing below and then waking life keeps no
memory of their victorious deeds in sleep. And if I saw
you your inner being might assume some old Druidic
garb of the soul, taking that form because you are think-
ing the Druidic thought. The inner being is protean and
has a thousand changes of apparel. I sat beside a friend
and while he was meditating, the inner being started up
in Egyptian splendour robed in purple and gold. He had
chanced upon some mood of an ancient life. I write to
you of these things judging that you know of them to
some extent here: that your inner nature preserves the
memory of old initiations, so I talk to you as a comrade
on the same quest. You know too I think that these al-
luring visions and thoughts are of little import unless
they link themselves unto our humanity. It means only
madness in the end. I know people whose lamps are lit
and they see wonderful things but they themselves will
not pass from vision into action. They follow beauty
only like the dwellers in Tyre whom Ezekiel denounced
" They have corrupted their wisdom by reason of their
brightness." Leaving these mystic things aside what you
say about art is quite true except that I cannot regard
art as the " quintessential life " unless art comes to mean
the art of living more than the art of the artists. . \ .
Sometime, perhaps, if it is in the decrees of the gods (our
true selves) we may meet and speak of these things. But
don't get enslaved, by your great power of expression. It
ties the mind a little. There was an old Hermetist who
said " The knowledge of It is a divine silence and the
rest of all the senses. . . ."

You ask me to give my best. Sometimes I think silence
is the best. I can feel the sadness of truth here, but not
the joy, and there must always be as exquisite a joy as
there is pain in any state of consciousness. . . .
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